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1st Place Short Story
Good Bread Alley
by Iris Rawzia Rafi
The sun was setting over 
Miami and the leaves on the four 
coconut trees standing guard 
over Good Bread Alley moved 
just slightly, indicating a barely 
discernable breeze, the alley 
stretched from second avenue 
and third street on the west to 
third avenue and seventh street 
on the east. Its residents con­
sisted of cutthroats or colorful 
and eccentric characters - the 
description one got depended 
on who was asked. The heat was 
blistering and the residents of 
the alley were existing in a sort of 
suspended animation, holding 
their breaths as they've been 
doing for the last two weeks. 
Anyone familiar with the alley 
and its folk knew that the heat 
alone was not the cause of the 
blaring quiet which harbored 
over the area like a cloud. The 
heat was merely a gauge - like 
that of a barometer-and two 
things were certain: it could not 
go on forever and it would get 
hotter still before it would get 
cooler.
Agnes Johnson, one of the 
alley’s more colorful residents or 
a cutthroat (the description 
depending on whom was asked), 
stood at her window watching 
the sun set over the quiet. The 
warm breeze blowing off the 
Atlantic did little to quench the 
thirst that she had for the relief 
from heat. Normally, she could 
stand the heat but now it only 
intensified the smell. The smell 
seemed to engulf her like a cloud 
and had lingered over the last 
two weeks. At times it was a dull 
throbbing nuisance or an oc­
casional blaring - but always 
constant. The smell reminded 
her of rotten eggs, burnt and 
souring meat with a strong tinge 
of iron and metal. When she 
recalled Faith the smell deepen­
ed, for that was how she had
smelled before she died.
Large gusts of wind caused the 
trees in the alley to sway to and 
fro and interrupted her reflec­
tions.
"Looks like rain,” she 
muttered to herself thinking that 
the rain would cool things off. 
Right now, however, she had 
some business to take care of.
Fifteen minutes later Agnes sat 
in the kitchen of her mother’s 
home. She mopped her 
forehead with a powder sponge 
and bit a large piece of ice in half. 
Watching her mother at the 
stove she shopk her head first in 
wonderment then in scorn.
"Mama, it's hot as hell today. 
Why you cooking boiled fish?” 
Ellen Johnson had been season­
ing the fish and at the sound of 
the word “hell’’ had frowned 
and said a quiet prayer.
"Why must you cuss so?”
“Who’s cussing, Mama? All I 
said was “Hell”.” Then, mis­
chievously, "It’s in the Bible, 
ain’t it?”
“Don’t you go misusing the 
bible for your own means.”
“Oh, Jesus." Agnes respond­
ed, getting up for more ice.
“And don’t use the Lord’s 
name in vain."
"Yeah, Mama.” Agnes thumb­
ed through the stack of 
envelopes on the table.
“Where is the bill?”
"What bill?” Not accustomed 
to lying or even shading the 
truth, Mama had difficulty trying 
to show ignorance.
“You know what bill. Leona 
said a bill came today from that 
doctor."
"That bill has my name on it," 
Mama replied indignantly.
“Mama, please. I don’t care 
whose name is on the bill, I just 
want it so’s I can go about my 
business."
“Which is what?" Mama ask­
ed, expecting a minor fight.
“Which is my business. I’m 
grown. I can do what I want.”
“That’s no good, Agnes. 
You’re up to no good. Let it be. 
It’s God’s will.”
"It's not God’s will and it’-s too 
hot to be arguing.”
“Who’s arguing?”
"In a while you and me.”
"Whatever you’re planning is 
no good and at any rate it won’t 
bring Faith back."
Agnes seemed surprised. "I’m 
not trying to bring her back.”
“You’re just full of anger,” 
Mama responded.
“And you're not?" Agnes 
asked incredulously.
“Not the way you are. Yours is 
a hateful anger that’s bitter and 
all it does is feed on itself. It’ll 
destroy you, Agnes.”
"Well, it'll have to destroy me 
then." She hesitated and then, 
feeling Mama’s look of doubt, 
said, "Mama, that stupid Jew of a 
doctor shoots my sister full of 
arsenic and you say I’m full of 
anger? I have every right to be 
angry.”
“What you planning?”
"Don’t worry. I’ll take care of it 
my way."
“Like you took care of Fred 
Macklin’s boy?” Mama’s voice 
was sarcastic and baiting.
"You mean Fishhead?” Agnes 
refused the bait,sounded amus­
ed. “He’s a jackass and a fool. I 
told him not to cuss in front of 
Earlie. Everybody in the alley 
know that nobody but me cusses 
in front of my neice. Fishhead 
has a hard head. Unfortunately 
his behind ain't that hard.”
"Is that why you tried to kill 
him?"
“Mama, I didn’t try to kill 
him.” Agnes replied, offended. 
“If I wanted to kill him I would 
have cut his throat and not his 
ass.” Agnes went on, not paying 
attention to Mama’s look of 





This editorial is anything but 
repetitious. I realize that usually 
when you read these editorials in 
the Spotlight, we are upset with 
you about something. Well, 
school is almost over and I ’d like 
for us to end on a positive note.
It did my heart good to witness 
the mass participation in the 
march on the Capitol. It is a good 
feeling to realize that when the 
cause is worthwhile, students of 
the Atlanta University Center are 
able to come together and show 
the world that we mean business.
The march was to protest the 
budget cuts in education that 
President Reagan has proposed. 
We got together and marched 
on the Capitol to say to the 
world, we appreciate the fact 
that we are able to receive 
an education in traditional Black 
colleges and we want the tradi­
tion to continue.
Several persons spoke to us 
that day on the steps of the 
capitol. We were encouraged to 
vote, and let out votes be heard 
through letters to our Represen­
tatives and to Congress. Dr. 
Gloster, president of Morehouse 
College, spoke out against the 
cuts on behalf of all students, not 
just Black students. His message 
was the importance of the ballot. 
It is important that we realize 
how much weight we carry when 
we all speak tpgether at the polls 
and say the same thing.
Mr. A. Reginald Eaves spoke 
that day also. He made it known 
that he is 101 percent behind us. 
Mr. Eaves stated that, "If you 
march from here to eternity, if 
God gives me the breath and the 
strength, I’ll be with you.” I 
would like to thank Mr. Eaves for 
that inspiring message. His 
speech was very encouraging. 
Mr. Eaves ended his speech with 
a message to the President. He 
said, "We’re going to bring the 
pressure of unity down on your 
head. America is our home and 
we’re not going anywhere!” He 
also encouraged that nobody 
could deliver this message better 
than we can.
It seems lately that we must be 
stomped into the ground before 
we will rise up and defend 
ourselves and our rights. We are 
the children of fighters and 
should not take so much before 
we react. Where would we be 
had the generations before us
A Moral Victory
conceded to the back seats of 
buses, using rear entrances, and 
having no hotel or motel ac­
comodations on trips? One thing 
is for sure, we would not be as 
educated, as well - bred, as 
intelligent, as aware of our 
capabilities, nor as spoiled as we 
are today. It’s OK to come from a 
family income of $80,000 to 
$100,000 a year, two Benz's in the 
garage, a large house, and a dog, 
but do you realize how you got 
there? Do you realize the fight is 
not over yet? Right now, we face 
losing our right to vote. Where 
would that leave us? More 
importantly, do you care?
One of the major problems of 
this generation is our lack of 
awareness. How can older 
generations expect us to join in 
and fight with them against 
something that we know nothing 
about? We are not so young that 
we should know nothing about 
the Civil Rights Act, the Voting 
Rights Act, or even such cases as 
Brown vs. Board of Education, 
Topeka. We need to read 
newspapers, research our 
history, listen to news programs, 
and most of all, to our parents.
Mayor Young spoke to us and 
made his services available upon 
request along with a thank - you 
for supporting him in his recent 
mayoral campaign. He stated 
that what we did her in Atlanta 
on April 26 should be made a 
nationwide project. Another 
important point Mayor Young 
made was that we need to 
analyze our decisions very 
carefully. The next time we vote, 
it’s important that we are positive 
that he or she is the right person. 
These persons will be making 
decisions that will both directly 
and indirectly affect us. Lastly, 
the mayor called on sororities 
and fraternities to set an example 
on their campuses by working 
together to bring about a 
change.
One very dynamic speaker was 
a representative of the Afro - 
American Justice League, Mr. 
Michael Simanga. He reminded 
us the Blacks haven’t done what 
we are supposed to be doing. He 
reminisced about the fact that 
Blacks have marched, gone to 
jail, and even died, and that 
surely we can do more than just 
vote. We need to keep tabs on 
our government representatives 
and “Call roll on them.” Mr.
Simanga challenged us to take to 
the streets, for the survival of our 
people is at stake, and as 
students, our people look to us 
for support. During his speech, 
Mr. Simaga pointed to the Con­
federate Flag waving in front of 
theCapitol and denounced a city 
with a 70 percent Black popula­
tion for tolerating such.
Clark College invited Mr. 
Tyrone Brooks, a veteran Civil 
Rights worker to march with us. 
Mr. Brooks has been to jail 63 
times and said he was prepared 
to go 64 with us. He stated that 
the budget cuts in 1984 will be so 
drastic that we may want to 
march everyday.
Tyrone Crider made the 
analogy that two years ago it was 
students who held Americans 
hostage in Iran and now America 
is holding students hostage right 
here in the United States. He had 
a message for Congress: “If you 
don’t support us in education, 
we won’t support you in the 
legislature.” Tyrone Crider end­
ed on a serious note when he 
vowed that they may take away 
or scholaship but they will never 
take away our spirit nor our will 
to learn. We are a determined 
group.
Pam Scott, president of 
Spelman’s SGA, was very serious 
when speaking to the marchers. 
She said we can carry our people 
forward with education. She 
wants all students to realize that 
we must be about business in this 
endeavor. Her message to Presi­
dent Reagan,"You say cutback, 
we say FIGHT BACK!”
To end this editorial, I would 
like to thank everyone who 
participated in the march and 
helped to make it the success 
that it was. That was a good way 
to end a productive school year. 
Many of us will be graduating 
this May but seeing the will and 
determination of our con­
stituents should encourage us to 
leave with no fear of our 
traditional Black Institutions be­
ing taken advantage of without a 
fight.
Remember, we are the 
children of fighters. It’s in out 
blood and we must be strong and 
continue the tradition. You are a 
strong group, Spelmanites, so 
CARRY ON!!!
Love and Best Wishes,
Diane C. Moss ‘82
May 14, 1982
A Final Word. . .
by Bridge« M. Davis 
Editor in Chief
Good - byes are difficult for 
me-especially when I'm leaving 
behind that which has been such 
an integral part of my life. 
Leaving Spelman stirs my sense 
of security. Not unlike leaving 
home for the first time, I’m 
replacing the familiar with the 
unknown. It’s a scary but ex- 
hilerating feeling, and one I have 
never gotten used to. Now is no 
exception.
This is the last time that.I will 
officially address my Spelman 
sisters as the editor of your 
paper. I’m moving on yes, but 
hopefully not without having 
given you, through this paper, a 
catalyst on which to react and 
move forward. I do want to
The Spelman SPOTLIGHT has 
begun a tradition with this 
literary issue. Our purpose is to 
give exposure to any creative 
person who desires exposure 
here in the Atlanta University 
Center. We would like to thank 
the participants and the judges. 
We would also like to con­
gratulate all of the winners. 
Special thanks go to Dr. June 
Aldridge, Mrs.B. Guy Sheftall, 
Dr. Warner, and Mr. Christopher 
Reynolds; all were so patient and 
helpful in pulling the contest 
together,
THANKS TO YOU ALL!
DIANE C. MOSS
Editor-in-Chief Special Features Editor Reporters
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Photography Editors Luis Dauway
Feature Editor Melvin Jones Rita Lewis
Lisa Turner Whitney Young Russell Watts
believe that the newspaper has 
improved in quality. I also want 
to believe that it has offered 
variety without sacrificing its 
responsibilities as a college 
newspaper. All of the paper's 
improvements are unimportant, 
however, if its increased effec­
tiveness amongst the student 
body has not illustrated to you 
the power of the printed word. 
As a student, you have the power 
to change that which you feel is 
not right about your school. 
Don’t wait for others to take care 
of what belongs to you. That has 
been my responsibility and that 
is your responsibility. You do 
have a voice, Spelmanites - you 
have many voices and the 
Spelman Spotlight is one of 
them. Use it.
The Staff of the SPELMAN 
SPOTLIGHT would like to say 
THANK YOU to Bridge« Davis, 
Editor - in - Chief, and Lisha 
Brown, Associate Editor, for all 
your help and support. We
couldn’t have done it without 
you. We would also like to wish 
you the best as you leave 
Spelman to embark on a new 
phase in your lives. The staff of 
the SPOTLIGHT would also like
to welcome Denise Reynolds, 
Editor in Chief 1982-83, and 
Karen Burroughs, Associate 
Editor 1982-83. Good luck and 
BEST WISHES!
The Spelman Spotlight is a bi-monthly publication produced 
by and for the students of Spelman College. Tbe Spotlight 
office is located in the Manley College Center, lower 
concourse, of Spelman College. Mail should be addressed to 
Box 50, Spelman College, Atlanta, Georgia 30314. Telephone 
numbers are 525-1743.
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Students Speak Out!
Letters To The Editor . . .
Phi Gamma Nu
Dear Ms. Davis,
This missive is concerning the 
attention, or lack thereof, af­
forded our organization in the 
recent, April 20,1982 issue of the 
Spelman Spotlight.
We have a few criticisms we 
would like to make about the 
treatment given us in this issue. 
We are displeased that our 
Greek symbols were placed 
under a topic on public service 
sororities. Phi Gamma Nu is a 
member of the Professional 
Fraternity Association, hence we 
are a national, professional 
Greek organization. To present 
our symbols in the manner 
printed is to imply an affiliation 
with other public service 
sororities, which is not true, 
Gamma Omicron Chapter did 
not participate in the “Greek 
Week,” hence we should not 
have been included in the 
"Greek Week Festivities...” sec­
tion of this paper. We would like 
to note that no reference was 
made to other non- public 
service Greek sororities with 
chapters on Spelman’s campus. 
Why singleout Phi Gamma Nu? If 
the Spotlight had a desite to 
report on Phi Gamma Nu and its 
■ activities, we should have been
Dr. E. Gillard’s class responds . . . .




Are teachers’ behaviors 
effected by their expectations of 
the children in their classroom? 
Do teachers behave differently 
towards students that they have 
high expectations for, than they 
do towards those they have low 
expectations for?
I think it is very important for 
teachers to wake-up and see the 
effect that their expectations and 
behavior is having on our 
children’s performance in the 
classroom. However, teachers 
behavior towards our children 
tells each student what behavior 
and achievement she expects 
from him, and this affects the 
child’s self-concept, achieve­
ment, motivation, and his level 
of aspiration. If a teacher con­
sistently gives a child this treat­
ment, it will tend to shape the
Lack Of Unity
by Donna Shadd
Studies show when parents 
and teachers worked together 
on the educational program of 
the child, positive gains were 
made in academic performance.
The 1981-82 Standards of 
Education statistics show 
American 14 year olds com­
prehension reading scores to be 
the third lowest in the nation.
contacted and/or interviewed 
by a Spotlight reporter. We 
would have complied gladly to 
this effect.
A suggestion to the Spotlight is 
that in the next issue you print a 
feature on the professional 
fraternities active on this campus 
and/or the enclosed article on 
Phi Gamma Nu, National 
Professional Sorority in Business.
It is our hope that this letter 
and article will clear up any 
misconceptions you and the 
student body may have about 
our sorority.
Yours truly,
The Ladies of Phi Gamma Nu 
National Professional Sorority 
In Business, Gamma Omicron 
Chapter
Editor’s Response
First, thank you for voicing 
your concerns. It is through 
positive communication that 
improvements and growth are 
made.
The staff artist and the layout 
editor, both of whom are 
freshen, were unaware of Phi 
Gamma Nu’s distinctiveness as a 
professional organization. Both 
thought your symbols were tobe
child's achievement and 
behavior. “High expectation” 
students will be led to achieve at 
high levels, while the achieve­
ment of "low expectation” 
students will decline. With time, 
the students' achievement and 
behavior will conform more and 
more closely to that originally 
expected of him. Researchers 
have found that there are many 
things that influence teachers’ 
expectations of their pupils, 
some of them are as follows: The 
childs’ cumulative records, 
socioeconomic background, 
personal appearance, and stan­
dardized test scores. Are these 
sources valid enough to form 
expectations of a childs’ perfor­
mance in your classroom? In 
closing, I say that if teachers do 
form expectations of our 
children and it effects how they 
treat them, and this treatment 
effects how students learn, then 
the issue is of considerable 
importantce to our society.
The average mathematics scores 
for high school seniors were the 
lowest among the nations tested.
If gains are to be made in the 
academic performances of 
today’s children, parents and 
teachers must remember their 
responsibilities and roles in 
education and work together 
toward the maximum growth of 
the individual child.
included on the Greek Week 
page. As editor, I take full 
responsibility for the error, 
which I overlooked. The 
Spotlight is sincerely sorry for 
any complications our mistake 
may have caused your organiza­
tion.
I might point out that the 
confusion surrounding the 
classification of Phi Gamma Nu 
as a sorority is paramount 
amongst the student body. 
Because your organization par­
ticipates in certain activities 
similar to thosejof publicservice 
sororities (i.e. pledge lines), 
many assume Phi Gamma Nu to 
be the same type of sorority. 
Thus, I agree that an article on 
Phi Gamma Nu, as well as other 
professional fraternities, would 
alleviate some of the confusion. I 
have passed this suggestion on to 
the Spotlight’s new editors.
Hopefully, we will keep in 
mind that all sororities on 
Spelman’s campus are present in 
an effort to enhance the quality 
of student life and that although 
Phi Gamma Nu may not be 
"affiliated” with the other 
sororities, it does identify itself 
through Greek letters. Thus, if 
the administration decides to 
remove sororities from campus, 
that will include Phi Gamma Nu.
by Ojetta Pearson
It has been written in many 
books by theorists and scientists 
that black children suffer from 
the problem of having a low self 
esteem. Other labels such as 
hyperactive, culturally deficient, 
slow learners, and other negative 
terms have been used to 
describe the problems that black 
children seem to have. The 
majority findings have been 
those efforts of middle class 
white psychologists who have 
been looking at the system and 
the reactions of blacks to the 




"ARE CHILDREN GROWING 
UP TOO FAST TODAY?” Are 
children growing up too fast 
through the viewing of some 
television programs and through 
the viewing of some movies? Are 
children growing up too fast 
through the listening to some 
song lyrics and through ex- 
iperiertcing certain experiences 
in society? Are parents and other 
guardians watching to see what 
their children are watching on
Our goal, be it as members of 
public service or professional 
sororities, must be unity. Again, 
thank you for your concern.
Change Of Words
To Lish’a Brown, Associate Editor:
To begin with, I really ap­
preciated the insightful article 
you wrote in the Spotlight. I 
think many students will benefit 
from the "unspoken truths” you 
dare to speak, especially the one 
about “going with the flow... 
rather than analyzing what is 
right or wrong.” Many others 
were pleased with your articles.
Next, I would like to express 
my disappointment and distur­
bance with the terrible misprints 
in the El Salvador article. I don’t 
know who is responsible for the 
error, however, in order to avoid 
future problems, I would like to 
point them out. In the second 
paragraph the first sentence
(which is unfortunately the 
theses statement) is in -tragic 
error with the original copy, 
which should read: "Mass 
violations of the most fun­
damental human rights is not a 
new phenomenon in El 
Salvador.” The Spotlight copy 
read: "Massacre violations of the 
most fundamental human rights
Developing A Positive Self Esteem In 
The Black Child: Our Responsibility
So many factors can and do 
effect blacks such asdealing with 
racist attitudes, misinformation 
about our history and education 
and lack of concern and interest 
from the system about our needs 
as a people. However these 
factors do not determine our self 
esteem. We have learned to 
overcome these odds and will 
continue to for as long as we 
have to.
Blacks are people oriented 
and what is very important to us 
is our interaction with others. 
Primary feelings about oneself 
for the child are affected by
television? What they are listen­
ing to on the radio? Are parents 
and other guardians taking the 
time to just sit down and talk to 
their children to see what is 
happening in their lives? Think 
about it. Are children around 
you growing up too fast today? If 




by Deborah A. Dickinson
How should we test to identify 
special children? Is there truly a
is now a new phenomenon in El 
Salvador.”
As you can see the misprints 
dramatically change the mean­
ing of the sentence and might 
confuse those who aren’t 
familiar with the events in El 
Salvador - that is my real con­




Thank you for your concern 
and the support you’ve offered 
to the Spotlight. We sincerely 
apologize for the typographical 
error that the printer made and 
that we failed to notice. -
The External Affiars Board has 
done an excellent job in 
researching and relating impor­
tant information to the student 
body. It was such an input as 
yours that helped to make the 
April 20th issue a relevant, 
newsworthy, and positive issue.
The Spotlight welcomes all 
letters to the Editor. Please 
send them to P.O. Box 50.
family who are the first people 
we come in contact with. A child 
requires protective care and 
emotional support, and with 
consistent caring a child will 
develop strong feelings of 
belonging and worth. As future 
parents, educators, and leaders 
we must realize how important 
we will be in the lives of our 
children. We cannot allow the 
ignorance and apathy of this 
American society to predeter­
mine the lives of our own 
children. We must be the 
teachers, demonstrating 
qualities of assertiveness, self 
confidence, and Black pride.
fair way? Currently the method 
used to identify special children 
is through norm reference tests. 
It has been proven that these 
tests exaggerate group 
differences and underscore 
group inferiority. Resulting in 
minority children overcrowding 
the special or remedial classes. 
Some say that the children are 
not properly tested and the tests 
are not culture free. Maybe 
there is no answer as to how to 
test for special children. Maybe 
we shouldn’t test at all and 
simply allow for the children’s 
differences.
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Edwin T. Williams (Morehouse)
Learned Dees (Morehouse)
Short Story Poetry
Iris F.Rafti,"Good Bread Alley” (Spelman) Valerie Peete, "the blk women poets” 
(Spelman)
Honorable Mention Robert Harreii (Morehouse)
Frank L. Brevard (Morehouse)
Kenneth Henley (Morehouse)
ART
♦♦♦Because of the lack of participation in the art category our judges concluded that there were not 
enough entries to make a decision. We would like to apologize to our two art contestants for any 
inconvenience. Your $1.00 entry fee will be refunded.
Valetie Peete, “music man/marigolds/a 
dream” (Spelman)
Iris F. Rafti, "The Powers That Be" 
(Spelman)
Caria Thomas, "First Impression” 
(Spelman)
Tracey Willard, "A Suicide Note” 
(Spelman)
Lisha Brown, "A Mother’s Worry” 
(Spelman)
Pam Cook, “Imagination” (Spelman)
Carla Thomas, "Self-Portrait,”"! 
Remember When”
Dianne Givens, "Two Note Symphony,” 
“For Al Jarreau”
Valerie Peete, “Roberta”
Pam Cook, "Game Of Basketball”
Lisha Brown, “Sweetness”
First Place
The Black Women Poets
we
sing dirges to yesterday’s ashes
to dead memories we
scat the blues
we live in a tiny nut shell
treading on a plate of glass
we come together only
to move away
our own reflection is
distorted
we glimpse at ourselves through 
our lovers
most of us move through life
unnoticed and
lonely
we dream because we’re not 
supposed to 
we feel what others 
can’t even see 
we cry




are the black women poets 
most of us are poor 
we smoke because 
we are nervous 
we make love because 
it’s pleasing 
we write because 
we know better 
we bleed because 
we are in pain
we dream because we’re afraid 
we move around 
to fill our space 
we
the blkwomen poets we are angry
go through life we are hostile
writing on walls we are afraid
or underneath desks we are tired
we gorge our faces we are an unhealed
with food late at nite wound
while hacking away we bleed
at the typewriter we muffle our screams
we’re told to do something inside our words
useful do something that we are crazy
pays money get a job get a we give love to
a man be blk act white our enemies
don’t write blk don’t constantly we beat
write white don’t write our heads against the
at all writing is not a walls
profession how in the hell we are the new breed
are you going to get a we are the blk women
man sitting on yr ass don't poets
don't don’t we are sisters
we
the blk women poets Valerie Peete
Second Place A Suicide Note
WARNING: This chemical may be 
hazardous to your health
It is so “sweet!”
this taste I’ve become-
so “sweet”




to be like a "sweetness”:





begun to sting my thoughts/ 
my feelings
it has begun to dull me/l feel 
like a ball of cotton candy- 
poofl-and you can blow it 
away/it has become an affliction/ 
a numbness
everything has become so sticky I -
It is so "sweet”-it sticks to me 
its taste 
its presence
has begun to depress/imprison me 
/they say "too much sugar is not good 
for you”/l've begun to hold all I can 
hold
I took on a nature 
in an effort to bring about some 
a more delectable state of being- 
artificially I adopted 





the glazed antidote 
has become poisionous 
it has taken me away 
from the true taste 
of me
I’ve smeared/l've coated myself 
with this superficial “sweetness” 
and now I can/not breathe 




like a gingerbread lady/ 
a “sweet” cookie 
running away 
from being eaten 
/everyone wants to 
snack
but will not take
my nourishment
seriously/
It is so "sweet! ”- 
peace/ this nature
the taste/the smell 
has become sickening
led it is devouring
me/has dug 
a cavity into 
my being 




as it hits me/makes me pain/l 
feel so weak
/dessert is not taken 
seriously/l should have 
known-
I can/not breathe 
this “sweetness” is choking/ 
it’s killing me
I’ve got to get this taste out/ 
and return to the real me/ 
a product without artificial 
sweetner-
this "sweetness” has grown stale- 
its crystallized into nothingless... 
empty nourishment.
Saia Chioneso (Tracey M. Willard)





a group of pine trees
in the backyard
can turn into
a dense rain forest
in the wild and unknown Congo
Imagination
and then mother’s call 
brings me back to reality 
and my machete 
is a stick again 
the marshy bog 
is pine straw again
the mighty, ferocious tiger 
is Mr. Solomon’s dog again 





Small black fists clenched in rage, - 
knuckles turning colorless, so full of anger 
and no blood.
he has forgotten the compassion in his heart 
and strikes out; but his fury is not against me.
I am just here, succeptible to his violence 
because I am closest and he loves me. 
fury blinds him with tears,
so he lashes out, brusing my arms
as I try to grasp his small fists.
finally, he falls onto my lap, weeping; 
his small hands now dangling by my sides, 
he’s too young to understand his anger 
so I pacify him with my love.
but I'm scared-
scared of the future when he does understand
and my love can’t remind him
of the compassion in his heart





Clocks used to tick
Children were seen and not heard
Chocolate candy was fifteen cents
I got my hair pressed on Saturday nights 
I wore patent leather shoes 
Playing Simon sez was the "in” thing 
We played such games as hoola hoop, marbles, 
jacks, Chinese checkers and hopscotch 
I snapped stringbeans for Sunday dinner 
Mama used to talk across the way to a neighbor 
and laundry was hung out to dry 
Somewhere along the line, things changed 
Now I can remember...
Projects, grafitti, destitution, grass 
that does not grow and
my house being one of the few with a big porch






when it is displayed
thru a warmth







of some of the most gifted
instrumentalists





and all the infinite beats
between the first note of his songs
and the last
this is for Al
from all of us
with an unyielding love
should you ever get to see him sit
very still and listen closely







Our course for the future peace of mind
has been well charted while the flutes
our destinies have been synchronized and piccolos
and our once lonely tunes add humor
have been symphonized which we both find so fulfilling
the orchestration in each other
having been jointly composed the melody is played
was written in a key by two finely tuned violins
that has yet to be unveiled and reigns supreme
which lies suspended between over even those yet to be created
where all other love songs hide it is a Masterpiece
and eternity the preeminent mergence
the chorus of love
has plenty of cello and creativity
to add richness to our life together an absolute classic
there is a full, strong sound
from the woodwinds and to think it all began
to add harmony and solidarity with two simple notes
to our world YOU..
the saxophones play softly and I...
yet precisely
adding Dig/
that much needed 6/25/82
Page 6 Spelman Spotlight May 14, 1982
Artistic Photos 1st Place “Alex”
2nd Place
Photo by Edwin T. Williams
The warm near-sunset colors in this scene plus the broad expanse of 
water and the reflection result in a pleasant, tranquil effect. An 
element of interest and motion is added by the wake of the boat 
moving out of the scene. Timing and composition have turned an 
otherwise ordinary scene into a memorable one.
3rd Place
Photo by Robert Harrell
Overall tonal quality of print - excellent. Very effective use of light and 
shadows to frame and emphasize the subject. Attention has been given to 
details in posing the subject. The result is a versatile picture having an ad like 
quality which may be interpreted and responded to in many ways
"W. i . ' ' •.• 4 ' i
Photo by Learned Dees
A sense of isolation and loneliness has been created in this photo. The repetitious detail and worn
and weathered look of the broad expanse of stones adds a timeless quality to the picture.
Music Man____
con’t. from page 8
words
fallin like stars/ as if that would/ 
could somehow rectify feelings 
cut up & sliced, try to patch it all 
up tight so it dont matter what 
happened before, now. the 
loving is good so/ everything is 
now. then one day during spring 
cleaning the memories come 
back & the hurt makes melodies 
in that same place, go away you 
beg. it says.
franki remembered too much, it 
waz the not letting go. sewing 
cradles vicioulsy into her skin, 
she remembered reading about 
her brother in the evening 
paper, she remembered how 
perfectly they laid his body into 
the ground, she remembered 
bringing his blood to her mouth 
& tasting it.
images
smooth satin sheets brushing up 
against tired flesh, corners of 
sensations not new spinning 
rhymes in du-wop. it mattered 
to be.able to feel, franki sang a 
tune as if it waz a poem, she held 
the moon safely in the palm of 
her hand, she decided to go out 
for the evening, on the 
telephone she called her friend 
maya. it waz time to get back in 
touch wit her sistahs.
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Fiction At Its Best
Good Bread Alley
con’t. from page 1
disgust at the word "ass.” “He’ll 
be fine - just won’t be sitting 
much for awhile and he’ll have to 
drop his shit like a cow.”
"Agnes Johnson!"
“Sorry, Mama. Where is the 
bill?” Mama placed a bowl offish 
in front of Agnes and trying to 
change the conversation asked, 
"Why don’t you move back 
home?”
"Why?" Agnes asked and 
noticing the bowl in front of her 
let out a long breath. "Mama, did 
I say I wanted boiled fish?”
"Have you eaten?" Mama 
asked defensively.
"It's too hot for boiled fish.”
“Never too hot for boiled 
fish.”
"Forget the fish. Why should I 
move back home?” Agnes asked 
reluctantly, realizing where the 
conversation would lead.
“Because that alley living is not 
healthy for any human and 
because you need a good Chris­
tian home.”
"I know a Christian and I gotta 
home.” Agnes responded.
"Always got an answer don’t 
you?"
“I try.” Agnes ate a spoonful of 
fish, frowned, and pushed the 
bowl away. “Same old rules 
apply, Mama?”
“Yes. No card playing on 
Sunday. No male visitors after 
dusk, church every Sunday
"Hold it, Mama. Nuns don’t 
live so bad. I couldn't live with 
those rules five years ago and I 
can’t now.”
"Keep living the type of life 
you’re living and you won’t live 
to be 35."
Agnes hesitated, and then, as if 
the realization had never oc- 
cured to her replied, "Faith 
didn’t lead my type of life and 
she’s in Lincoln Memorial at 
age 27 I might add.”
“That’s different,” Mama 
replied nervously, fearing that 
the conversation would change 
back to Faith.
"Besides, what do you mean 
by my type of life?” Agnes ask­
ed.
"You know what I mean. 
Gambling - not going to church, 
seeing all types of men -” Mama 
stopped, thinking she’d fired 
enough.
Agnes returned the fire, in­
a short story by 
Valerie Peete
good days
franki could be that somebody 
special, always hopping to the 
beat/ his tune a rhyme, ignoring 
simple facts like he probably 
waznt where he supposed to be. 
calling no ring/ another time no 
ring no ring where in the hell is 
he no ring, block it out and sift it 
under yr pillow, wit tired sweat & 
old dreams let it lay.
nocently imploring, “Mama, we 
don't gamble. We play gin 
rummy. And as far as I can seegin 
nor rum has never hurt 
anybody.”
"Real smart, ain't you?”
“I try. As far as church goes, 
you know my position. Weekly 
attendance don’t mean do-do. 
Specially with all those 
hypocrites looking down my 
throat and up my dress.” Then 
with a large smirk she added, 
“And I gotta see all types of men 
in order to know which bad ones 
to throw out.”
“Hmph, still say you doing life 
wild and foolish. Drinking that 
gut- rot whiskey -’’
"Rot - gut, Mama," Agnes 
replied sighing and placing her 
bowl in the sink.
"What?”
“Rot - gut whiskey, not gut - 
rot.”
"Whatever. Why don’t you eat 
the fish?” Mama tried to sound 
offended.
"Are there any more 
mangoes?” Agnes asked ignor­
ing Mama’s question.
“There are some in the 
icebox.”
Agnes selected a large red - 
ripe mango and returned to the 
table.Slicing a plug from the fruit 
she put the skin to her nose and 
inhaled deeply.
“Why must you smell food? I 
told you a thousand times; I 
don’t like folk smelling food at 
the table. It’s a nasty habit.”
“It might be rotten.” Agnes 
replied defensively.
"It ain't rotten. You know it 
ain’t.”
"Don’t matter anyway. There’s 
no smell to it.”
"No smell? Of course there's a 
smell. I think you’re losing your 
mind."
“Maybe so.” Agnes peered 
into the backyard of the house. 
Noticing that the leaves were no 
longer moving she glanced 
down at her watch. She cursed to 
herself, realizing the time she’d 
wasted arguing with her mother. 
She turned to stare intently at 
Mama.
"Give me the bill, Mama.”
“Let sleeping dogs lie, Agnes.”
“I plan to. But this dog ain’t 
sleep yet. Give me the bill, 
Mama.”
Music Man/Marigolds/And A Dream
bad days
rent due/ no money/ no ex­
cuses/ paint peeling/ dry nerves, 
cracks in the air swell tears, his 
shit wazn’t worth it. her sides 
ached from bending over to 
accomodate his needs, what waz 
he doing for her anyway, she waz 
leaving him tomorrow, always 
tomorrow.
fear
it left her open sometimes tingl­
ing. she tried to fight it but it waz
"When it’ over and done with, 
then what? What will be 
proven?”
“Aint’ tryin’ to prove 
nothin’.” She continued to stare 
at Mama. “Give me the bill.”
"Our family’s had enough 
sorrow for the one year. I just 
buried my youngest daughter, 
Earlie is left without a mother -’’
"I know all that. Please, Mama, 
give me the bill."
"This is foolishness.”
“Mama, my mango is almost 
gone and it’s seven o’clock. 
When I’m finished eating I’ll be 
ready to go. Give me the bill. 
Mama." Mama said nothing. She 
stood at the stove wiping the 
burners and rearanging the 
seasonings over and over. After a 
few minutes and feeling Agnes’ 
eyes upon her she left the room.
Returning to the kitchen 
Mama handed the bill to Agnes 
and stood over her waiting.
“I have to go Mama. I’m 
leaving some money here for 
Earlie and I'll call you by the end 
of the week."
Standing, she kissed her 
mother on the cheek and picked 
up her handbag. Placing itunder 
her arm she stood still as if she 
was waiting for something. 
Mama, searching her eyes for 
some sign and finding none, 
sighed.
“Where's your umbrella? It’s 
going to rain.”
“Yes, I know. I don’t need it.”
I hope whatever you’re plan­
ning will bring some type of 
relief."
“I do too, Mama.My nose 
could use it. I gotta catch the 
seven fifteen jitney."
Mama watched until she rou­
nded the corner and dis­
appeared. Thinking that she 
would start on the bread she 
returned to the kitchen. The 
solitude in kneading the dough 
would give her time to figure out 
why Agnes had kissed her. This 
daughter was not the kissing 
type.
The doctor’s office sat at the 
end of the block, shadowed on 
one side by a large group of 
avocado trees and edged in on 
the other by hibiscus plants 
which seemed to be overtaking 
the building. The sun had com­
pletely left this part of the world 
for the next 12 hours or so and the 
breeze had begun to blow again. 
Agnes stood on the porch of the 
office and being unable to think 
of any reason why she should
like a hole wit no beginning & no 
end. a tugging sensation pulled 
at her gut. it waz the lonliness 
that got her.
& the waiting.
wondering/ hoping if this time 
thangs would be different, franki 
smeared her blood over the 
walls, only fools fall hard, 
carlyle groves
in the world/ & on the street he 
was thee man. a blk brother 
steady poppin bubbles as he
knock opened the door and 
entered the house. The cool 
dankness of the room made her 
shiver and her eyes attempted to 
adjust to the darkness. Moments 
later the doctor appeared and, 
trying not to show his astonish­
ment, smiled and muttered an 
unintelligible greeting which 
Agnes ignored. He was a short, 
squatwhitemanwith athickneck 
and small hands?He had an airof 
attempted self - confidence 
which usually melted into 
slobbering confusion when 
threatened.
“My name is Miss Johnson.”
"Ugh, yes. You were, ugh, 
Faith Johnson’s sister.”
“Still am,” was Agnes’ curt 
reply.
"I’m sorry. The office is closed 
for the day. Is there something I 
can help you with?” He pulled a 
gold watch from his pocket, 
looked at the time and after 
closing it began to rub it with his 
finger. Agnes said nothing - just 
watched.
"Well, ugh, I guess we can talk 
in my office. It’s this way.”
The doctor led her through a 
waiting room into a small office. 
Motioning fbr her to be seated, 
he sat himself in a large chair 
behind a desk.
“I'll stand. This won't take 
long.”
"Let me say again that I’m 
deeply sorry about your sister," 
the doctor said beginning to 
sweat.
"It’s nice and cool in here. But 
it smells like alcohol - and 
death,” Agnes removed the bill 
from her purse and placed it on 
the desk.
"Ugh, my niece has been 
working in the office while my 
regular nurse is on vacation.” 
The doctor went on with his 
unasked for explanation. "She 
must have sent that out by 
accident. I’ll write out a paid in 
full receipt and you and your 
family can just forget -”
Agnes interrupted with 
laughter and stared down into 
the astonished man's face.
"Just forget. That’s the same 
thing my mother said.” As quick­
ly as the laugh began it ended. 
The doctor rummaged through 
his desk drawer nervously look­
ing for his receipt book. When 
he looked up Agnes was 
methodically but effortlessly 
slicing up the bill on thedoctor's 
desk. The switchblade caught 
the light from the window and
strutted down, he left behind 
cornmeal shadows & babies wit 
no last names, his little part - time 
thang at the credit union never 
waz enuf. on the side he pulled 
what he knew cd make it. he 
played to burn & maybe just one 
time to free the bullet from his 
side.
fade to blk
empty pieces scattered like rain­
drops. franki boiled her soul wit 
water she used to make images
gleamed as it made geometricall- 
ly aligned slits that left the 
surface beneath it untouched. A 
lengthwise cut, cut furtherin half 
- always making sure not to cut 
through the part which con­
tained Faith’s name. Beads of 
perspiration rolled off the doc­
tor’s face as he vainly tried to 
write out the receipt.
"Oh, that won’t be necessary, 
doctor. You’re just wasting 
paper.” And then, "Did you 
know that a switchblade is 
sharper than a scalpel?” Not 
waiting for an answer she went 
on. “No you’re not a surgeon. 
You wouldn't know that would 
you?”
“Well, no. I’m not a surgeon, 
but I’m sure that a urn, your 
blade, um, is a sharp instrument. 
This has been an awful ex­
perience for all concerned, Miss 
Johnson.” He mopped his 
forehead with a handkerchief 
and as he lowered his head a pain 
that felt like gas gripped his heart 
like a vise. Something pounded 
in his ear and he tried to 
remember what one was sup­
posed to do in such a situation. 
He wanted to ask Miss Johnson 
but she was still cutting up the 
bill. It all seemed so unreal, so 
very comical. But no one was 
laughing. He was beginning to 
laugh when something - some 
force - gripped away his breath. 
The last thing he remembered 
was the smell of something 
strong and overpowering - like 
rotten eggs and garbage. Miss 
Johnson was right. It did smell 
like death.
Agnes watched the doctor’s 
head fall forward on the desk. 
She carefully removed the piece 
of the bill containing Faith’s 
name from under the bridge of 
the doctor's nose. She took from 
her purse a silver cigaret lighter 
with the innard’s removed and 
placed the piece of bill into it 
along side a crisp $100 bill.
She emerged from the house 
into a steady downpour. She 
thought that if she hurried she 
could catch the eight o’clock 
jitney and pulling her jacket 
tightly around her, she stepped 
off the porch into the rain. She 
began to walk briskly towards 
the Alley and after a minute 
slowed down. She came to a 
complete stop and stood for 
awhile and breathed in deeply 
the blowing rain. She decided 
against the jitney. She would 
walk. The air smelled so good.
from, tears ran in a row jumping 
heat across her tender brown 
body, it waz monday/ eight in 
the mornin/ the time to move on 
out & work, she had to be 
straight or she’d crumble, much 
to her dismay he waz un­
derneath her skin, wit bated 
breath she sighed.
green eyes
she dreamed sometimes of bein 
white, livin but never knowin
con’t on page 8
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Short Story Winners....
Music Man
con’t from page 7
what it means to be a nigger, 
never havin to bend down on 
weak knees and pick up scraps to 
feed the dog wit. havin 
everything come easy/ to be the 
fantasy & have no limitations, the 
dream stayed wit her until she 
looked in the mirror & saw she 
waz a dark skinned girl, white 
waz a slavemaster a nazi general, 
white, a copper of styles jazz the 
blues a man in a sheet, white a 
southern honkie afraid of 
himself, the world, she looked n 
da mirror & sae she waz blk. this 
time it wouldn’t come off. 
shoo-be-do-bee-doo
music man magic man can play 
any tune make it dance, walk, 
talk, breathe, can make it sing, 
taste like tears, it only stops when 
the world reverses & time ceases 
to change, mystical, like when its 
just musac & nothing else, no 
one else, just notes & meters, the 
blues spilled over from carlyles 
horn, pulsating rhythms crawled 
down the walls seemingly like a 
river rapid & unsteady, it waz 
only a melody from avenu to 
boulevard, can’t fight the musac 
or it will bring you down along 
right wit it. he played as if it waz 
the last time, nothing waz 
around him. inside of him. 
except the soul, which waz the 
music, it got him thru/ over/ 
ahead so there waz no blood, so 
he could not remember he came 
from a place where dreams fell in 
the sewer wit dog shit & cheap 
wine, the be-bop it waz. such a 
sweet thang.
luvyou
they touched when bein blk 
waznt the thang. when the 
streets were soiled wit dead men 
& yesterdays trash reeked funky 
smells, they dreamed of getting 
somewhere & of destiny, they 
dared to try to understand a 
world in which blk & white waz 
divided/ where cops shoot blk 
boys in the street & call it 
justifiable homicide, time crack­
ed the edges of their spines, but 
the day came when the high they 
were floating on filtered down 
onto the ground, the sun grabb­
ed fake images/ shadows a shield 
from their eyes forcing them to 
look at one another, hard, they
I agree with a contemporary 
Indian mystic that, “the purpose 
of life is to become conscious...” 
So far, the majority of my life has 
been spent with a gradual ascen­
sion from unconsciousness to 
consciousness, with here and 
there a drop into drunkenness 
and sin. I believe the root of all 
evil is ignorance.
Young children are so im­
pressionable. They believe most 
anything someone in the adult 
world tells them. There were a 
lot of things I once believed in, 
but they were proven false with
3rd Place Short Story First Impressions
saw things they didn’t really like, 
she gave, he took, he gave, she 
took, different snatches at 
different times, somehow they 
drifted, she needed him there 
wit her all the time, he needed 
her when he waz horny & life 
had kicked him in the ass. she 
needed him as a blanket to wrap 
her tears, he needed her to 
support his world, she talked 
bout forever, he talked bout 
tomorrow.
dust
it made him fly. the colors, the 
musac. it waz a game in the 
streets, no matter for the kid. 
sometimes it waz wanting death 
but not caring, trip baby trip, 
fantasyland. a getaway, inhale 
when things get too much too 
deep too tuff, he hoped troubles 
away, took the easy way out. 
reality only gave time to loosely 
wrapped faggots.
pregnant
and nowhere to go. shame it 
happened to her. it waz wrong to 
attach herself, carlyle wazn’t 
going to marry her. in the back of 
her head she knew there waz no 
room for no baby, no place, no 
milk, no crib, no clothes, no 
money, no time, she cried as if 
that would make it go away, only 
one choice did she have, 
death
life. time, spaces, hotair, dried 
bones, fear, dreams, breathing 
blood, pain, stiff, courage, ashes, 
whispers life, choking on spit, 
melodies, i think he loved me 
days, roaches, it waz my body, 
alive, funny whines, dead. pain, 
splinters, no soul, tears, blues, 
separate halves, rods, tables, 
needles, it waz real, shivers, 
melting wants, alone, drowning 
seconds, he didnt call, scenarios, 
smellin like lilacs, stained sheets, 
emptiness, dead skin, fucked, 
legs thrust, twogether. sweat, 
pillow holding beads, one more 
time. dead, babies, have no 
names.
he found out
it didnt matter how or where or 
who opened their mouth, he 
knew she killed their child, his 
eyes burned holes thru her skin, 
why didnt you tell me he yelled, 
we could have made it. on soup 
& crackers she thought, he 
talked bout how a trust waz
the passage of time. The one 
thing that seems to stick in my 
mind, is my concept of Santa 
Claus.
Santa Claus and I go way back. 
To me, he was a guy that only 
appeared once a year. He also 
came down chimneys and left 
loads of goodies for those 
children who had behaved 
themselves throughout the year. 
It never dawned on me how he 
got down those chimneys as big 
as he was reported to be and I 
hope that he was asleep that time 
I spilled the sugar, or the time I
broken, nigger you dint wanna 
talk bout trust when you waz 
doingall that fuckin around, thats 
different he said, i love you. they 
dont mean nothing, 
carlyle waz a man. he couldnt 
understand what it waz like to 
have something seize yr gut from 
the inside, to be alive, play wit yr 
intestines like they waz meant to 
be turned around, he couldnt 
understand the pain involved in 
havin something that belonged 
to you/ taken, a simple 
procedure, franki waz a woman 
that knew, she waz feelin the 
agony/ humiliation/ sorrow as 
days weaved by. carlyle could say 
what he wanted, in the end he 
didnt know.
space
a tunnel winding thru time, a 
dream, ahead of the rest/ peek­
ing shadows on opaque colored 
walls, ample room to move 
around in & keep yrself in tact, 
the world, in front of curious 
eyes/ arms outstretched, 
everywhere & nowhere, a place 
to go.
he told her he waz leaving for a 
while, he needed time, thangs 
just waznt right.
franki waznt pressed, maybe 
time waz what they both need­
ed. she waz tired, tired of his 
fucking/ as if that would make 
thangs awright. tired of his 
excuses, tired of wanting him so 
bad she waznt right witout him. 
she waz tired of needing him. 
needing in the middle of the 
nite, needing before lunch & 
after dinner, needing like a 
junkie needs a fix. her weakness 
exposed her soul to strangers, 
weeks passed witout a word, 
franki pretended not to care but 
inside where the pantomime 
didnt work/ she bled, months 
came, nothing, not a cheap 
postcard/ a small time letter/ a 
call just to say he waz okay, she 
cleaned him out of her pores, in 
the fire went all the memories, or 
so she believed.
dreams
of getting out & escaping, not 
bein just another blk girl but 
somebody’ special, freedom 
dreams, giving cuz you feel like 
it/ not cuz you gotta please him. 
she wanted to say no wit a grin, 
franki spun dreams, only 
difference waz at nite she could 
go back to these distnat places &
by Carla Thomas
went outside when I wasn't 
supposed to, or the countless 
other times I seemed to do 
wrong. He must have been, 
because I always got something 
on Christmas Day.
I always waited for jolly ole St. 
Nick with desperate anticipation. 
Never was I able to stay up and 
catch a glimpse of this do - 
gooder. I wanted to stay up and 
discuss with him why he always 
gave me what I needed instead 
of what I asked for. Who needs 
five pair of socks? I only had two 
legs. I always fell asleep waiting
everything wd be cool, in 
daylight though she had to carry 
her gun for protection/ 
sometimes be a bitch/ & look 
folk straight in the eye. nobody 
cared if she ate cornbread for 
dinner, it waz just her/ franki/to 
be/ in the world, either you 
make it or you dont. long time 
ago when she waz raped & 
beaten/ she decided to live. 
Wednesday
of the second month/ he came 
wit flowers in one hand & a grin 
wide as the grand canyon, five 
months had passed, she looked 
at him/ the feeling gone, anger 
sat coldly on her face, he think 
he can come back in here & 
dazzle me wit gifts, ill show him 
she thought.
he wanted to be forgiven, to be 
told it waz awright to pass the 
months away as if they waz dust, 
franki didnt sing love songs 
anymore, she forgot how they 
went.
he talked quickly wit a style, 
change he kept on repeating, ive 
changed, franki looked down at 
his fingers, they were large & 
unassuming, part of a hand that 
one august day threw her head 
up against a wall, blood dribbled 
on the carpet making patterns, 
lonely finger touched her face 
saying im sorry, it wont happen 
again, im sorry, it wont happen 
again, she went back to him 
because she thought the feeling 
waz the same, she believed he 
loved her the same way she 
loved him. now he waz talking 
bout change his tongue prac­
tically sitting in his ass. doubt had 
indelibly replaced faith in her 
mind, he couldnt tell her 
nothing, you look nice today/ 
thank you/ you smell nice too 
new perfume?/ no/ oh. (he 
pauses) its been along time/ 
suprised you noticed/ i missed 
you/ really/ (he moves closer) i 
really did/ what did you miss 
most?/ yr tenderness yr 
gentleness/ you mean you miss­
ed the smiles after good fuckin/ 
dont be upset wit me/ dont tell 
me what emotion to use/ you 
hate me/ deep down where my 
limbs are connected i do/ why?/ 
you hurt me. when i lift a finger i 
feel pain, thats where you use to 
be. underneath me. youre gone 
now. all that is left is hollow 
shells, my sanity is important, it
for him or was rushed off to bed 
before he came.
One year, when I was about 
seven, I by chance ran across one 
of the dolls my mother had 
hidden in the closet. Why were 
toys in the closet? Had Santa 
come early? Was this an extra 
present left for me by that 
grandfatherly figure? I didn't 
know what to think.
My all wise and knowing 
brother set me straight. 
Although he was only two years 
older than I, he knew about 
these things. He said matter -of- 
factly, "There is no Santa Claus.
makes it easier to despise you. 
that way i dont get caught./ you 
hurt me too you know/ (she says 
nothing)/ you werent there 
when i needed you/ bullshit/so 
many times i waz alone/ 
everything you did i supported 
you. you wanted to play the 
horn, i came to the club every 
nite to hear you. yr mother died, 
i took off two weeks to go home 
wit you so i would be there if you 
needed me. you moved to dc. i 
followed you there, dont be 
talkin that shit, you were the one 
who needed room to breathe, i 
let you go/ it shouldnt be like 
this/ like what?/ fighting/ what 
do you want us to do. screw each 
other till our brains fall into our 
laps, wake up in the mornin to 
find the only thing that has 
changed is the new day/ i want to 
kiss you. can i kiss you/ no/ 
why?/ i dont want you to kiss me. 
i dont want you to hold me. i 
dont want you to touch me. it is 
not awright anymore, there waz 
a time when it solved the problem 
or at least you led me to believe it 
would, i dont need you 
anymore/ i need you/ (she says 
nothing)/ really i do. i need you 
next to me telling me i can when 
everyone else says hell no you 
blk nigger/ i canfforget how you 
dangled me on a string as if i was 
some sort of part time deal, i 
loved you. for some reason you 
coldnt give me what i needed, 
we were never friends, never 
comrades, never partners, just 
lovers on a rainy day. when its 
too tough to get thru the 
madness fall on yr back wit open 
thighs/ that not how it waz/ tell 
me about it/ it waz special, 
something beautiful & rare, sure 
we had moments but thats life, 
we got thru them, (he pauses) i 
want to make love to you/ (she 
says nothing)/ right now in this 
small cramped room, the shade 
halfway drawn up so somebody 
wit binoculars can get a peek, i 
want to hold you in my arms, 
make you believe how much i 
love you. i want to smell the 
sweet coconut that you spray in 
yr hair, i want you to come right 
now in this room wit me/ no./ 
(silence) i guess ill leave then, 
these flowers are for you. i 
remembered how much you likd 
marigold.
♦ **
con’t on page 6
He is just a figment of parents 
imagination to brainwash 
children.” To say the least, I was 
taken aback. I ran to my mother 
and said “Say it isn’t so." She 
looked at me with deep hurt in 
her eyes and said. “It’s about 
time you knew, there is no Santa 
Claus." f
All those years I had been 
deceived, What a fool I. had 
been. I told my mother not to tell 
anyone that I didn’t know there 
was no Santa Claus, I couldn’t 
face those staring and inquiring 
faces. Where does the Easter 
Bunny stand?
